Also I had amused myself by bringing Franklyn Barnabas
into contact with a notable social philosopher of our day for the
mere fun of caricaturing him. But this proved a hopeless enter-
prise; for, like all really great humorists, he had himself exploited
his own possibilities so thoroughly in that direction that I could
produce nothing but a manifestly inferior copy of a gorgeous
original. Still, even a bad caricature may have some value when
the original has dissolved into its elements for remanufacture by
the Life Force. As we cannot now have a photograph of Shake-
spear, much less a portrait by a master, we cling to the inhuman
caricature by Droeshout as at least a corrective to the common-
place little bust of a commonplace little gent in the shrine in
Stratford church; and so I think it possible that my thumbnail
sketch, inadequate and libellous as it is, may give a hint or two to
some future great biographer as to what the original of Immenso
Champernoon was like in the first half of his career, when, in
defiance of the very order of nature, he began without a figure
as a convivial immensity with vine leaves in his hair, deriding his
own aspect, and in middle life slimmed into a Catholic saint,
thereby justifying my reminder to those who took him too lightly
of old, that Thomas Aquinas began as a comically fat man and
ended as The Divine Doctor.
Until the other day I believed that my studies of the Barnabas
home out Hampstead way, with my Champernoon caricature,
had perished in the waste-paper basket which has swallowed
many discarded pages of my works. But they have just turned
up in the course of a hunt for matter wherewith to complete a
collected edition of my works; and, being much at a loss for
padding for this particular volume of scraps of fiction, I looked
through them and thought they might prove not only readable,
but perhaps useful to married ladies with interesting husbands
pio attract husband stealers. Such ladies, if they are at all bear-
ible, have all the trumps in their hands, and need never be beaten
if they understand the game and play it with the requisite audacity
and contempt for the danger.
Here, then, are a few scraps of the scenes which took place in
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